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it ? our sharp galloping will bring us nothing but mockery and
scorn." Another, of a more penetrating turn, imagined that the
iron table might be allegorical; that they should perhaps fall in
with some knight-errant, who, after the manner of the wandering
brotherhood, had sat down beneath a tree, and spread out his
frugal dinner on his shield. A third said, jesting : "I fear our
way will lead us down to the workshop of the Cyclops; and we
shall find the lame Vulcan, or one of his journeymen, dining from
his stithy, and must bring him to our Venus."

Amid such conversation, they observed their guiding quad-
ruped, which had got a long start of them, turn across a new-
ploughed field, and, to their wonder, halt beside the ploughman.
They dashed rapidly forward, and found a peasant sitting on an
upturned plough, and eating his black bread from the iron plough-
share, which he was using as a table, under the shadow of a fresh
pear-tree. He seemed to like the stately horse; he patted it,
offered it a bit of bread, and it eat from his hand. The Embassy,
of course, was much surprised at this phenomenon ; nevertheless,
no member of it doubted but that they had found their man.
They approached him reverently, and the eldest among them
opened his lips, and said: " The Duchess of Bohemia has sent
us hither, and bids us signify to thee the will and purpose of the
gods, that thou change thy plough with the throne of this king-
dom, and thy goad with its sceptre. She selects thee for her hus-
band, to rule with her over the Bohemians." The young peasant
thought they meant to banter him; a thing little to his taste,
especially as he supposed that they had guessed his love-secret,
and were now come to mock his weakness. Therefore he ans-
wered somewhat stoutly, to meet mockery with mockery: " But
is your dukedom worth this plough ? If the prince cannot eat
with better relish, drink more joyously, or sleep more soundly
than the peasant, then in sooth it is not worth while to change
this kindly furrow-field with the Bohemian kingdom, or this
smooth ox-goad with its sceptre. For, tell me, Are not three
grains of salt as good for seasoning my morsel as three bushels ?"

Then one of the Twelve answered: " The purblind mole digs
underground for worms to feed upon; for he has no eyes which
can endure the daylight, and no feet which are formed for run-
ning like the nimble roe; the scaly crab creeps to and fro in the
mud of lakes and marshes, delights to dwell under tree-roots and
shrubs by the banks of rivers, for he wants the fins for swimnrmg ;